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HERBSTLIED. 

Farewell, my love, I love so well ! 
My sweetheart, lost as soon as won ! 
Sweet summer idyll, scarce begun — 
Farewell ! 

Good-bye brown fields, and wind-swep 
With mellow sunset all aglow : 
Unto the bitter north I go- 
Good-bye 1 

Ah me, dear heart, Auf Wiederseh'n ! 
Surely one day we'll meet again ; 
And lest our hope relinquished be, 
This watchword give Mnemosyne — 
"Auf Wiederseh'n ! " 
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EHEU FUG ACES! 

Light and soft they flutter dowa, 
Faded gauds from Autumn's crown : 

Still they fall 
With a slow, pathetic grace, 
Touching now my hands, my face ; 

Now — the wall. 

" Ohne Hast und ohne Rast," 
Chill and grey the years have passed, 

Ay dc mi 1 
By this old red orchard wall 
One fair face I still recall — 

Almost see ! 

Ah, that still September day ! 
Bravely seemed the world and gay ' 

To us then. 
Then, we stood together here ; 
Now, the leaves fall, brown and sere. 

Once again. 
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EHEU FUGACES / 

WorQ and weary, old and grey. 
Altered seems the world to-day — 

Mine the blame ; 
For I see with time-dimmed eyes, 
Though the kind autumnal skies 

Smile the same. 

Pure as winsome, fair as true ; 
Hard the fate that lost me you — 

Oh, my dear ! 
Still I see you leaning there, 
Wiih the dead leaves on your hair. 

Far, yet near. 

My Nesera — vainly sought ! 
What to you has Fortune brought 

Since we met ? 
Love or hatred, doul or glee? 
But her only gift to me 

Is — regret ! 
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A TRIPTYCH. 

Lingering, sad and slow, 

When the winter 5un is low 

And the great clouds westward roll, 

Calls the sea's voice to my soul ; 

With a strange insistance cries, 

Till old faces round me rise, 

And I taste the salt free wind, 

And the spell of the Undefined. 

When' the langourous days are long 

Comes to me a tender song. 

Making soft moan in mine ear — 

Then the whisper of leaves I hear ; 

And Philomel's yearning strain 

Through the warm dusk wails ^ain ; 

For the dim woods call to me 

In sweet hushed melody. 

But the third voice speaks gay and loud. 

For it calls me back to the crowd 

And the city's Circe-charm ; 

There breathes no brooding calm. 
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A TRIPTYCH. 

But the waters of Lelhe flow. 
Drowning the long ago. 
And I lose in the roar of the street 
Sounds of retreating feet 
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EI DOTH E? 

In very deed and truth did our souls once meet? 
If your eyes lied not, yes ; but I may not know, 
Never may hold the surety that it was so. 
But the thought alone is sweet. 



Bitterly sweet ; for the knowledge would come too 

late. 
Do I dream now, or was blind in the bygone time — 
Blind, and passed by without knowing our season's 

prime ? 
Ah, woefully blind is Fate ! 



Child, was it more with us then than the oft-told 

tale 
(Old as all summers past, even as this one, new) ? 
More than the butterfly life the evening slew. 
Yet pure from the serpent's trail ? 
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Perchance, who knows? — yet I think that our souls 

knew best, 
Just for a moment, I think ; in this wise spoke, 
" I have sought you long, and now — " Here the 

spell broke. 
Shall we ever hear the rest ? 



Ah, well-a-day ! for our brief day is dead, 

Bright with light laughter, and sun, and tinkling 

mirth. 
Chance and the world's cult stifled the spirit-birth, 
Though one hour our souls were one. 
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NIRVANA. 

Sleep will He give His beloved ? 

Not dreams, but the precious guerdon of deepest 
rest? 
Aye, surely ! Look on the grave-closed eyes. 

And cold hands folded on tranquil breast. 
Will not the All-Great be just, and forgive ? 

For He knows (though we make no prayer nor cry) 
How our lone souls ached when our pale star waned. 

How we watch the promiseless sky. 
Life hereafter ? Ah no ; we have lived enough. 

Life eternal ? Pray God it may not be so. 
Have we not suffered and striven, loved and endured, 

Kun through the whole wide gamut of passion and 
woe? 
« • * * • 

Strangest illusion ! sprung from a fevered habit of hope, 

Wild enthusiast's dreant of blatant perfection at 



NIRVANA. 9 

Give us darkness for anguished eyes, stillness for weary 
feet, 
Silence, and sleep ; but no heaven of glittering, 
loud unrest 
No more the lifelong labour of smoothing the stone- 
strewn way ; 
No more the shuddering outlook athwart the sterile 
plain. 
Where every step we take, every word we say, 

Each warm, living hand that we cling to, ia but a 
fence against pain. 
• • • • « 

And nothing may perish, but lives again? Where? 

Out of thought, out of sight ? 
And where is your cresset's flame that the rough wind 
slew last night ? 
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OLD PAULINE. 

So your boys are going to Paris ? That's how I lost 

my own. 
Lonely ? Ah yes, but I know it, the old are always 

alone. 
You remember my boys, Euphiasie ? No ? Was it 

before your day ? 
Each, when his turn came, kissed me, and cried ; but 

they went away. 
How I longed for them, always, vainly ! and thought 

of them, early and late ; 
I would start and look round in the pasture if any one 

clicked the gate 
But a greater sorrow fell on me : my Marie, with eyes 

so blue. 
Grew restless, poor bird ! in the home-nest — she must 

seek her fortune toa 
And, once the desire is on them, 'tis a fever, they 

cannot stay ; 
And Marie, my poor little Marie ! well, I missed her 

one bright spring day. 
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OLI> PAULINE. II 

'Twas then that my heart broke, Thrasie, for my 

children gay and tall, 
For fair, vile, glittering Paris had taken them all. 
Vet the good God is merciful always ; I live, and I 

have no pain, 
Only the old dumb longing for the children home 

again. 
Still I watch the road to the city, up the glistening 

sunse't track, 
But they never come back, Euphrasie — never come 

back! 
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ULTIMA THULE. 

I MUST sail to-night on the changeful sea, 

To far Goahen's Land ; 
Sweetheart, now wilt thou go with me ? 

Reach me thine hand. 
Here, the wind sobs and the death-cold rain 

Drenches my heart, 
Weird voices mock me ; they cry in vain 

That we dwell apart ; 
They moan that you never loved me, dear, 

That you died untrue ; 
But I will not listen, I will not hear. 

Let us go — we two. 
Come, let us mount (it is none too soon) 

The galleon's side; 
There is light at last, for a crystal moon 

Gleams on the tide. 
So, how silent we sail, and swift, 

We have left behind 
Lying voices, and wild rain-drift, 

And the weary wind. 
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ULTIMA THULE. 



A mist-hued light begins to dawn. 

Nor dusk nor day, 
Soft reflection of glory born 

Of a night in May, 
All past perfection, each gracious thought. 

Is garnered here ; 
1^, we land at last in the dear dim port 

Of Yesteryear. 
How the air is tender with old regrets 1 

Look round and see. 
Here, oh my love, grow the violets 

You gave to me ; 
And that sunset's wraith, that stole gleaming 
through 

The magnolia bloom ; 
And the scented geranium plant that grew 

In a sweet, still room ; 
With the music, too, that dwelt therein. 

Do you forget 
The pure, faint voice, so fresh and thin 

Of your old spinet ? 
But the odorous earth beneath our fest. 

Is alt firm and sure ; 
This is the past, we will dwell here, sweet, 

For evermore ! 
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ECHOES. 

Where is the scent of the flowers we gathered 

When your rose garden was all aglow. 
And the air too heavy almost with sweetness ? 

Gone, as surely as last year's snow. 
Masses of odorous cream and golden, 

Deepest crimson and faintest pink; 
And the scent of one blood-red rose you gave me, 

I shall never forget, I think. 
Where is the sound of the songs you sang then 

(You on the terrace, and I within) ? 
How fair you looked, with the sky behind you. 

Idly touching your mandolin ! 
Not classic, no, but your voice was tender, 

Tears sounded through, though .the songs were gay, 
'Twas as if you had stretched out your hand and 
touched me. 

It had such a passionate, pleading way. 
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Quaint, soft Lieder, recalling the pinewoods. 

Snatches of tinkling serenade, 
But one strange, keen note from an old Stornello, 
■ All these years in my soul has stayed. 
And some day, I think, be it yule or summer. 

Rain or sunshine, by land or sea. 
The faint, sad perfume of those dead roses, 

Their soul that still lives, will steal back to me. 
And one day I know, in some soft still weather, 

When pale light stays in an opal sky, 
I shall hear that note from our old Stornello, 

Wandering back from the days gone by. 
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BEYOND. 

Divided ! yes, best so, though narrow the gulf that 

parts her way and mine ; 
Easily overstepped, but once crossed, it would widen 

behind us, 
Widen and yawn at the back-turned feet^mine I^ve, 

Come, let us count the cost (what matter ? the chance 

is over). 
And I lie in the still blue weather, and watch the 

shimmering sea, 
The cicala shrills in mine ear, I can count the seeds 

on the grasses. 
That sway 'tween my eyes and the sky, and the south 

wind sighs to me. 
Verily better so, with half the world's width between 

Idle indeed to dream of the past, or the might have 
been; 
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Yet I, lying here in the sun, steeped in the spell of 

the lotus, 
Conceive the renounced fruition, shadow forth actors 

and scene. 
Chill ghosts of honour and love, with faces that may 

not be veiled, 
Wide, stricken eyes, whose shamed glances may not 

be turned ; 
Corruption of all that was purest, death of that which 

was highest, 
Only the dull grey ashes where once the red fire 

burned. 
Weary decadence I the present heart-hunger is better, 
Untouched the fruit still swings on the bending 

bough 
Mellow and fair of hue. If within it be dust and 

ashes. 
Yet I will not dream that it is not, for I never shall 

taste it now. 
Never, ah no, of a surety. The tender light of illusion 
Shines unsullied for aye, through the dusk of my life's 

dim room, 
Only a glimmer ; nay, but say, only a beacon. 
Pallid, but steady and pure, as the sacred lamp in a 

tomK 
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BITTERSWEET. 

Bitter is life, I said, 
My soul lies cold and dea^ 
Secretly, foully slain, 
Never to stir again 
With Love's own self at strife. 
, Bitter is life I 

Art indeed dead, my heart ? 
Stilled all thy woe and smart 
(Victor, yet vanquished quite). 
Buried from love and light ? 

Dear Voice from out the past, 
Callest thou then at last ? 
Wake, my heart, wake ! 
Live, for the old love's sake- 
Haply we still may meet, 
Life is full sweet I 
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VOR LANGER ZEIT. 

Deep, tender eyes, remembrance-fraught, unseeing. 

Looking on dim fields through the twilight haze ; 
(Ah, strangely sweet, thrilling through all her Being, 

Come back the bygone days). 
" Dear days, mine only, to be cancelled— never. 

You cannot die, for my life lives in you ; 
The love that gave you Ufe is mine forever, 

Infinite, perfect, true. 
Dear Love, nor death nor distance may bereave us ; 

Our Fates are powerless to snatch one day — 
Ev'n their insatiate vengeance this must leave us ; 

Our Past is ours, for aye. 
Ah, but sometimes, dear, in the sweet spring weather, 

Comes a wild, helpless longing to be free ; 
Then I can only know we were together, 

And that it may not be." 
Sad eyes, sweet eyes, the fields are dark and lonely. 

The subtle glamour of the gloaming, sped ; 
Wake, and turn in unto the firelight, only 

Bury once more your dead. 
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A GREY DAY. 

Weep, heavy sky ; 

Wail, weary winter wind ; 

Frown, bitter world, for, be thou curst or kind, 

I care not now — not I. 

Only last year 

Shone bright blue weather ; memory-haunted May 

Through the wet woodlands made sweet holyday. 

Mavis and merle sang clear. 

But I beheld not No ; 

Mine eyes saw none of these fair outward things, 

Marked not the chestnut's sheath, nor woodbine's 

rings, 
Nor slim swan sailing slow. 

Blinded with tears went I, 

And all in vain for me were roses fair, 

Summer's warm breath that soft caressed my hair, 

And the sun's alchemy. 
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A GREY DAY. 21 

Yea, autumn smiled 

^Sweet, mournful autumn in her russet gown), 
With fresh, cool airs, and sad leaves swooning down, 
And tender skies and mild. 

I knew not then, 

And yet remember all these things were so, 
Even as old music, heeded not, we know. 
What time it sounds again. 

But now / know; 

And that old music, idly set apart, 

Comes flooding back and quickens in my heart. 

Thrilling, and wild, and low. 

Ah, sky so grey ! 

What matter, since my love, my love is true ? 
I wept, when thou wert brave in gala hue ; 
But I am glad to-day. 
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''BE TRUE TO ME, AS I TO THEE:' 

(Ring Posy.) 

Be true, ah, twin soul of my soul, be true ! 
Be true to me, as I must be to thee, 
So that I, tossing on the storm-swept sea. 
Still one sure star may view. 

Be true, dear heart, for mine is bruised and sore, 
Weary of all, save only thy sweet love; 
Only to thee my bitter longings move 
Ever, and evermore. 

Would I might lean my head against thy breast, 
Even as a child sore-vexed with thorny ways. 
With aching feet, turns sobbing to its rest. 
And there, contented, stays. 
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" BE TRUE TO ME, AS I TO THEE." 33 

That may not be, but be thou true to me; 
So may I still ray hopeless fancy please ; 
My empty arms outscretchfed aye to thee 
In visions such as these. 

Ah, sweetheart mine ! our dead past liveth yet — 
Blossoms afresh, more bravely than of old j 
Yet must I plead (for great dread maketh bold), 
Never do thou forget ! 
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NACHTSTUCK. 

1 Will lie still here in the shadow, and turn my face 

to the wall ; 
Mine eyes shall behold no other, since they may not 

mirror you ; 
' Since I may not hear your voice, mine ears shall be 

sealed too; 
And my hps are mute to all 

But you, oh my fair, sweet love ! you must walk far 
afield in the light, 

Not quite forgetting my soul that aches in the dark- 
ness here, 

Though Time's soft dead hand puts me from you, 
each day less dear 

Grow the tender mem'ries of night 

And that shall be well, I am only a wraith of the past ; 
No more may ray glad anns cradle your drooped gold 
head ; 
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NACHTSTUCK. 25 

To you- — and because to you to all — am I henceforth 
dead 

(And you knew not that kiss was our last ?) 

And that is well too — to the last was our summer 
sweet 

To the very end, no pale cloud obscured our' ex- 
quisite days ; 

Our sun, for the last time, set in a warm, wild blaze. 

Making earth and heaven meet. 

False? Ah no, hardly that Dear heart, you are not 
to blame. 

(Who carps at the sun, or the soft spring rain, or the 
gracious evening dew ?) 

And I cavil not at your fair young soul, that would 
fain, but could not, be true, 

And I love you aye the same. 

That you do not ask it, I know ; and I would not, 

alas ! but must, 
Prometheus- wise chained and tortured for ever. But 

you, dear, are free, 
And the welcomest gift that this wide blank i 

holds for me 
Is a little handful of dust. 
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RECONCILIA TION. 

Lire opals set in lead 
Lie soft little clouds in the dull grey sky. 
We are all alone here, you and I — 
And they say you are dead 

Like the ray-kissed Dreast of a dove 
Leans the weaiy moon on yon dim cloud's rim, 
And the tall tree-shadows swim weird and grim 
Over your still face, love. 

The wan moon quickens your hair 
Till I almost believe that you breathe again ! 
(Cold Earth, are you sure of your infinite gain ? 
Is she not passing fair?) 

• • • • • 

Black as the storm-scourged lea, 
Spreads the blind blank pall of the empty sky. 
I wonder, just now did I hear you sigh ? 
Ah, listen ! this once, to me. 
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RECONCILIATION. 27 

Perchance, later on you might speak, 
(The moon sleeps sound, there is no one near) 
And my hand clasps yours in the darkness, dear, 
My head to your cheek. 

Once, I doubted you — yes ; 
And this (had you lived) you had never known, 
I had trusted you, told you (let this atone I) 
More, had I loved you less. 

Thanatos, healer of all ! 

You have wedded once more my Soul and me, 
Whelmed and washed down with a wild salt sea 
Th' implacable ice-walL 

So. 1 kiss her gracious brow ; 
There is peace between us. The faint, sick dawn 
Creeps shivering in ; great rain tears mourn ; 
But we know each other— now. 
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